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the original Notre Dame de Fourviere. This lovely
town is divided by the two well-known rivers, the
Rhone and the Saone, over which twenty-four wide
bridges are built.
On seeing this populated, commercial town full
of tramways, private cars, people busily running to
and fro, I tried to picture what Lyon looked like
when Nero helped to rebuild it after it had been
destroyed by fire in A.D. 59. It seemed a queer
contrast to me that he should have helped to rebuild
Lyon and yet he himself sat and watched his own
Rome burn from a tower still existing in Via
Nazionale, whilst playing the violin. In my spare
hours I made a special point of going to see some of
the old baths and the relics of the Roman theatre.
All these memories of the various emperors, amongst
which Trajan and Adrian really made me feel as
if I had suddenly been transported back to Rome.
At the end of our week we travelled back to
Paris after the night performance* Rozenberg and
his wife, Madeleine Soria, got into their sleeper,
taking with them " Adelina " the little monkey in
the play. A whole second-class coach was reserved
for our company. As soon as we entered the train
my " adopted daughter" Dolly installed herself
comfortably with her head on my lap and slept
serenely aU night. I was, needless to say, not so
comfortable ! When we arrived the following morning
in Paris at the Gare de Lyon we all met upon the
platform, before separating to go to our various
homes. As Rozenberg and Soria descended from
their sleeping car, we noticed that she was crying
bitterly and that Rozenberg looked upset. In her
arms she carried the dead body of poor " Adelina/'